
The ComcxU Ffiftorie $f 

That yon yet kno wnot of { week fee oar husbands I 
Before they think of us ? 

7{trnjfd, Shall they fee us ? 

Portia. They fhall 2(errifit ,• but in fach a habite, 

That they fhallthink we are accotaplifhed 
W ich that we lack ; lie hokl thee any wager 
When wc are both accoutred like young men. 

He prove the prettier fellow of the two. 

And weane my dagger with the braver grace, 

And fpeajce betvvecnc the change of man and boy, 

With a rced-voice, and turtle two tniocing fteps 
Into a tmnly ftride, and fpeake of rrayes, 
like a fine bragging youth .• and tell quaint lyes, 

Hbw honourable Ladies fought my love. 

Which I denying, they fell ficke^hddyed, 

I could not doe wichall : then He repent, 

And wiih for all that, that I had not killd them : 

And twenty of thefe punie lyes lie tell, 

That men fhall fweare 1 have SdiftOntinued fchoole 
Above a twelve-moneth : I have within my minde, 

A thoufand raw tricks of thefe bragging lackcs, 

Which I will praftife. 

Nerrif. Why, fhall wee tume to men ? 

Tort. Fie, what a queftion’s that? 

If thou were nere a lewd Interpreter : 

But come, He tell thee all my whole device. 

When l am in my Coach, which ftayes for us 
At the Patke gates and therefore hafte away. 

For we muft meafure twentie miles to day. Exeunt. 

Eater Clownt and lejpea. 

Clow. Y es truly, for looke you, the finnes of the Father are to 
be laid upon the Children, therefore 1 promife you, I fearc you, I 
was alwaycs plaine with you, and fo now I fpeak my agitation of 
the matter : therefore be ofgood cheere,for truly I think you are 
dama’d, there is but one hope in it that can doe you any good, and 
that is but a kinde of baftard hope neither. 

Iff. And what hope is that, I pray thee ? 

Clewm, 
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the Merehmt of Venter. 

Clown. Mary you may partly hope $£* fath/sr g ot you 
Mor that you are no: the J? wes daughter » _ 

le/Bca. That were a kind ofbaftard hope m deed, fo the finnes 

1 Ji ’» " — tryc. 

lamn’d both by father and 
ather,Tfall into fharihdio 

VOurtnoVherjwelbyou are gone both wayes. 
y ieffica. I fhall be fav’d by my husband, he hath made me a 

C S P Truly the more too blame he, wc were Chriftians eaow 
before, e’en as many as could well live one by anotherrthis making 
of Chriftians wil raife the price of hogs, if we grow all to be pork 
eaters, we fhall not fhortly have a rafher on the coales for money. 
Enter Lorenzo. 

Iejft.We telmy husband Lanncelet whatyou fayjhete he comes. 

Loren. I fhall grow jealous of you fhortly Lamcelet,\tyo\} thus 
get my wife into corners. - 

left. Nay, you need not feare us Lorenzo , Lanncelet and I are 
out, he tels me flatly there’s no mercy for me in heaven, becaufe 
I am a Jewes daughter : and he fayes you are nogood member of 
thecommon-weahh.for in converting Jewes to Chriftians , you 
raife the price .of. porke. 

Loren. 1 fhali anfwer that better to the common- wealth than 
you can the getting upofthe Negroes belly ; the Moore is with 
child by you Lanncelet. 

Cltwne. It is much that the Moore fhould bemore then rea- 
fon : but if fhe be lefle then an honeft woman , fhe is indeed more 
then I tookehtrfor. 

Loren. How every fooie can play upon the word , I think the 
btft grace of wit wilj fhortly turne into faience , and difeourfe 
grow commendable in none onely buc ParratB ; go in firra, bid 
them prepare for dinner. 

Clown. That is done fir,they have all ftomacks. 

Lor. Goodly Lord what a wit fhapper are you, then bid theta 
prepare dinner. 

Clown. That is done to fir, onely cover is the word, 

Loren. W ill you cover than fir ? 

flom. Not fo fir neither, I know my duty. 

Q « Loren , Yet 
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